








YOV IDE WHITE ON WHITE 


Monday, July 23 On the transparency stage at Cinecitta, Claudia is 
driving Guido in her car. A fan hidden behind the seats blows the feathers 
of her coat into her mouth. “That’s all right,” Fellini says. “Brush them 
off occasionally with your hand as if there really were a wind.” 

“Claudia,” Guido says, “could you fix on something, make it the most 
important thing in your life, live only for it so that your very devotion to 
it made it limitless?” : 

“Could you?” 

“Why do you smile like that? I can’t tell whether you’re passing judg- 
ment on me or making fun of me.” 

“I’m listening to you. You’re supposed to be telling me about the film.” 

“This character wants to devour everything. He doesn’t know how to 
give up anything. He changes course every day for fear of missing the 
right road. And he’s dying, bled white.” 

“Ts that how the film ends?” 

“That’s how it starts.” 


July 24 Guido’s final fantasy, at the end of the film, is the 
transmutation of the people in the dining car into those of his life. Piero 
Gherardi has created an accurate replica of a real dining car in Studio 
No. 3 at Scalera’s, but he has added about two feet to its width. Since 
this is a dream, Fellini wants his image dilated to a maximum—a white 
image, without depth. The car walls are of lacquered wood, the only 
dark component of the set. The backs of the light gray chairs are encased 
in white slipcovers, and under the windows there is a large band of white 
felt, as in real dining cars; on the tables, which duplicate real dining-car 
tables down to the slightest details, there are white lampshades and white 
flowers. The floor is covered with a light tan linoleum. 
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